The Tragfdis 

So much for that t the filenc he tires f ealeon, 

A flakie darktncfTfi brtakes within the Halt,, 

In briefe , for fo the feafon bids vs be : 

Prepare thy battell early in the morning, 

And put thy fortune to the arbiterment 
Ot bloody ftrokes and mortall flaring warre, 

I as I may. that which I would i cannot. 

With beftaduantage will deceiuethe time. 

And aulethee iathis doubtfull fhocke ofarmes? 

But one thy fid* I may not be too forward, 

Leaft being fecnethy tender brother George, 

Be executed in his fathers fight. 

Farewell, the leafure and the fearefull time: 

Cuts off the ceremonious vowesof loue. 

And ample enierchange of fweete difeourfe. 

Which lo long fundred friends fhould dwell vpon, 

God giue leifure of thele rights of loue. 

Once more adiew be valiant and fpeede well. 

Rich . Good Lords conduct him ro his regiment : 

He flriue with troubled thoughts to take a nap, 

Leaft leaden {lumber pcife me downc to morrow. 

When I Ihould mount with wings of virftory : 

Once more good night kind Lords & gentiiemen. Exmh 
O thou whole captainc I account my feife, 

Looke one my force with thy gracious eyes: 

Put in there hands thy brufing Irons of wrath, 

That they may crulh downc with heauy fall, 

The vfurpmg helmet of onr aduerfaries. 

Make vs thy minifters of chafticement: 

That we may praife thee in the victory. 

To thee I doe commend my watchful! foule, 

Ere I let fall the windowes of mine eyes. 

Sleeping and waking, oh, defend me ftill. 

Enter the ghofl of prtnee Ed.fi n to Henry the flat 
Ghofl to K- Htc. Let me fit heauy on thy foule to morrow^ 
Thinke how thou ftabft nae in my prime ofyouth 
At Tewkesbury : difpaire and die. 

To Rich, Be cheerefull Rjchmwd* for she wronged foiik*, 
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nf butchered Princes fight in thy behalfe, 
y . n . tjoArtes iffue Richmond comforts thee. 

g Enter the Ghofi of Henry the fixt, 

rfitoK.RtC'* hen i was movtallmy annointedbody, 
gy thee was punched full of holes, < 

Thinke on the Tower, and me : d.fpaue and die, 
rj, nie t hc fixt bids thee difpaire and die. 

To R'.ch.Vc rtuous aud holy be thou conqueror, 
mnte that Prophtficd thou fliouldft be King^ 

Doth comfort thee in thy fleepe.hue and flounfh. 

Enter the Ghofl of Clarence, 

Ghoji. Let me fit heauy one thy foule to morrow, 

I that was wafhtto death witbfulKome wine, 

Poore Clarence by thy guile betrayd to death: 

To morrow in the battell thinke on nae, 

And fall thy edgeleffe fword ,difpaire and die. 

To Rich. Thou off-fpring of the houfe of Laneaficr, 

The wronged heircs of Torke do pray for thee. 

Good Angels guard thy battell, Hue and flourifh. 

Enter the ghoji s of Ritter s,G ray, Vaughan, 

Kin. Let me fit heauy one thy foule to morrow, 

Rwrsfisn died at Pomfret, diipairc and die. _ 

Gray. Thinke vpon Gray, and let thy foule difpaire* 
r<«»|{i.Thinkevpcn Vaughan pad with guilty feare 
let fall thy launce, difpaire and die. f 

All to Tjch. Awake and thinke our wrongs in Rich. bolome 
Will conquer him, awake and win the day. 

Enter the ghofi o f L .Hafitngs . 

Ghofl . Bloody aud guilty, guiltily awake, 

And in a bloody battell end tny dayes , 

Thinke on Lord Hafitngs difpaire and die. 

To Rich, Quiet vmreubledfoule,awake, awake, 

Armc,fighc and conquer for faire Englands fake. 

Enter the Ghofl of two yong Princes 
Cjhofl, Dreame on vhy coufeas fmatheted inthe toWfe' 

Let vs be layd with ia thy bofome Richard, 

And Weigh thee downe to ruine fhame and death, 

Thy Nephewes foulesbid thee difpaire and die . 

To^j, Sleeps Richmond fleepe in peace, and wake in ioy* 
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